The Hunting of the Hare; 


With her laſt WVill and Teſtament. 


As *cwas performed on Bamſtead Downes, 
By Conny Catchers, and the r Hounds. 


To a pleaſa: tre Tune, 


Fall delights that earth doth yield 3le make him neither jet noz pley 
Give me a pack of Younds in ffgld en con{tant Robio, thongh he lpe 
exhoce eccho ſhail thzoughoat the okp, at his advantage, what catc 1. 
Pake Ive admire our Yarmony, bo 
and wiſh that he a Poztal were, Will. Hatton he hath dont me wzong, 
to die w the Paſtime we hade here. |; He (truek me as J run along, 
| And with one pat made Cs ſoze, 
I will tell pon of a rare Stent, That Jranreling to and fro; 
Where many a gallant hozſe wasſpent | but if Ydye his Paſter tell 
On Bamſtead Downs a Bare we found, | that fol ſhall ring my palling⸗bell. 
Which lead us all a Imo ing round Houndr. : 
o'ce Hedg and Ditch away ſhe goes, | Alas, po; Bare l it is our nature 
admiring her appzoaching Foes, To kill the, and no other ercature, 
(wall, | Foz eur Paſtec wants a bit, 
But when te found her ſtrength to | And thon wilt well becoma the ſpit ; 
She parlp'd with tee Yoands at laſt : h't cat thy fleſh, we't pick thy bone, 
Kind Pounds(quoth ſhe)fozbear'to kill | this is thp dom ſo get the gone. 
A harmleſs Yare,that nere thonght ill; Hare. 
and if psur Paſter ſpoꝛt do tra ve, Pour Paſter map-have better chear, 
4˙le lead a ®cent as he would hade. Foz Jam dzy and-butter's dear: 
Hants-mar. But if he pleaſe ts make a fzenv, 
Awap, away, thou art alone, He's better give a Padvings-end; 
Make haſt J ſay, and get thæ gone; fo J. Eng nil d, he ſport will lack, 
M l gide the Law foz half a mile, [e Amal hang on Pants⸗ man back. 


To ſ& if thou canſt us begulle: | Hounds, 
but then expe a thundzing exp, [Alas Pon Hare! we pitty the, 
made bp .ns, and our harmony, If without nature 't wonld agree ; 
Hare, But all thp dubling ſhifts J fear, 


Now ſince pon ſet my life ſo leight, Mil not pzevail , thy death's ſo near 
ze make Blagk-floden turn to white; then make thp will, it map be that 
And Yorkſhire Gzap, that tuns at all, | may ſave tha, oz J know not whac; 


ade make him wiſh he were in Stall: Hare. 
and Sozrel, he that Gems to fp, Tben J bequeath mp bodp free, 
Ile make him ſupple ere he dye. Unto pour Paſters cour ee: 
| And if be pleaſe my life to grant, 
Let Pernards Bap do bhat he map, J'le be his gime when ſport is ſcant, 
Oz Barrons Bap. that now any than, bat ik Jdre, each gredp hannd 
Did interrupt me on my Way, | divided mp entrals on the groan?, 
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Mprimis, J beqaeath mp head 
To him that a fair fol doth wed ? ' 
who hath befoze her maidenhead loft 
Jwould not have the Peder croſt , 
weh I'be hard mongſt many qiblets. 
ſet the Þares head galuß the Gooſe 

| (giblets, 


Item, J do gide and br queath 
To Pen in debt (after my death) 
Py ſabtle-ſcent, that ſo they may 
Beware of ſuch an wonld betray 
them to a miſerable Fate, 
by Blod⸗hoinds from the Comp- | 
| (ter-gate, 


Item, J to Tirn⸗coate give 
(That he may moze obſenre!y lite) 


tem, J give ints their hands, (lands, 
That purchaſe Dean and Chapters 
Pp toꝛetched jealouſtes and fears. 
Pixt with the ſalt of Dzphans tears 
that long veratious may pzeſever, 
to plague them and their Heirs fo; 
(eder. 
Bekfsze Jbpe ( foz life is ſcant.) 
J wonld ae Pens proper want, 
And therefoze J bequeath unto 
Theſerid'ner (gide the dedil'his due) 
| that Fozgeth, Swears,# then Foz- 
| ({wears, 
(to ſade his credit.),both my ears. 


I gine to ſome Sequeſtered man, 
Pp skin to make a Jacket on: 
And x bequeath mp f@t to they 


Py ſwift & ſadden daablings, which 

Will make him politick and rich 

thboogh at the iaſt with mans Toonii>: 
I wilh him kild by His oon hond, 


Lud. n,: P:1"ted for 


That ſhoztip mean to run awap!: 
(dum? 


then Teuth 's ſpeake?, falſhod's 


Fo Fidte:s (f63 alt trads met lite) 
Co ſerde foz itrings, mp outs A gids 
No; Gamſters that do play at tut, 
And love the ſpozt, J gide my eknt 
but laſt of all (in this ſad dump) 
to Tower- hill I bequeath my Rump 
Hounds, | 
Was eder Younds ſo baſely eveft, - 
Dar Paſters call us off ſo faſt, 
That we the ſcent have almoſt loſt, 
And they then muſt rute the toſt, 
therofsgze kind Bare we'l pardon 
Hare. (pou, 
Thanks gentle Bounds,# ſo adten. 


And unce pour Paſſer hath pardon'd 
J'ie lead ron all to Banbury, (me 
Where ſohn lurner hath a large rom 
To entertain ali Gneſts (ha! come, 
tojanghe quatf in Wine & Ber, 
a full Carsuſe to pour Callck. e. 


Is 
UC 


Forea mol fly, when Lyons tome. 


„ Coles, T. Verte, and j. 
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